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The interview was the cream of the whole thrilling episode,
the most spectacular in aviation history. I here reproduce it
in full:
From the Herald Tribune Paris Bureau,
Copyright, 1927, New York Tribune, Inc.,
paris, May 22 [Sunday].—"The thing I can't get over is
how short a time it took to cross the ocean/' said Cap-
tain Charles A. Lindbergh, as he sat on the edge of a bed in
the American Embassy here this morning—the first bed he
had seen in more than fifty hours—and told his story of his
daring, non-stop flight from New York to Paris.
"No, I am not sleepy at all/' he insisted. "Only a little
stiff.
"The weather was better than I had anticipated over Nova
Scotia and Newfoundland—better than the weather bureau
had expected. And then out on the open sea I ran into fog.
I had to drive through a thousand miles of it. I couldn't get
up over it and couldn't get below it, so had to go right
through it a good deal of the time,
"Sometimes I was within ten feet of the water, just skim-
ming above the surface. Sometimes I was ioaooo feet above
it. I saw the lights of one ship at night on the open ocean.
That was all. I didn't sight a single ship in the daytime. I
understand, though, that one liner sighted me.
"At one time there was considerable sleet and ice on the
bow of the plane, and I was a little concerned. But it
cleared up."
"And you didn't feel in the least exhausted when you
finished at Le Bourget?"
"Not in the least," Lindbergh replied. "I would be willing
to go half as far again."
The flier was still awake at three o'clock this morning,
clad in white pajamas and a light bathrobe.
""What about the kitten?"
"Well, now, I really didn't have any intention of taking

